I BEHOLD 


Poe ms 


-by Brian Edwards 


2019 



1 


Illusions of rain 
illusions of rain 

is that the wind I hear 

or is it an invisible ocean 

and the waves 

the waves I hear 

crashing against these walls 

the absence of flowers 
is felt 

is known within 
some time s 

at these late hours 
the vines 

growing up these walls 
reaching higher and higher 
with each passing century 

the wind is howling 
the wind is howling 
or is it the invisible sea 

have I forgotten the moonlight 
I wouldn't have thought it so 

have I marooned myself 

where the wind is as a choir of Hades 

*** 
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I have seen 

the miniature kingdom 
inside of the miniature bottle 

forest 
mountains 
palace s 

reality escapes 
through the mirror 

I have seen the playing cards 

open their eyes 

and the vines come alive 

I see a grey mist 
emerging from the sunlight 
like a recollection 
of unfulfilled wanting 

a falcon’s eyes 

its linear stare 

piercing my marble interior 

I was there.at the dawn 

of the solar void 

*** 
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The Sun.eclipsed 

cast its shadow 
like a minotaur 

an onyx expanse 
that devours 

so soon 

so soon my thoughts 
pulled away 

from the envenomed garden 

I had remembered 
the sight of Hades 
from dreams 
that formed like ice 

resurrected orchids 
of the moonlight 

exiled into the haze of time 

I see multitudes 
of twilights 

I see catacombs 
cathedrals 
I perceive a silence 
that is sanctified 
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Think nothing 

leave everything in the fog 

let the meaninglessness of it all 

devour like an angry Sun god 

of hopeless desert 

where pyramids 

are full of savage cries 

I sought my idols 
in the bottle’s spirit 


I gave lamentations 
to the dwindling candle 

mirror of Medusa 
full of reflections 
that are thorns 


the spider is the sovereign 
of the moment’s ashes 


tonight the wind lashes 
with such desolation 

cold palaces of aristocratic skeletons 
repose in placid moonlight 


*** 
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Savage phantom vipers 
are to he found here 
in this unraveling hour 

I escape nothing 

and find myself a prisoner 

of the fascist voices of the sky 

I equate hope 
with an inducement 
of herbal salvation 

this herb 
is the deliverer 
of angelic messages 

the demons lurking near 
want only 

to fragment the personality 
this herb 

is as the brightness 
of a momentary nirvana 

dark wings and tongues 
violate all sanctity within 
the invisibility of the ether 

these stone gods 
of residual memory 
were not entirely stone 
but ethereal puppet masters 
guiding us along 
into the illusion 


*** 
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There is a tar pit of audio 

in this room 

I am pulled towards it 

into the clutches 

of a crystalline indifference 

capitalism has its tentacles 
behind these walls 

capitalism and the audio junta 
are at times 

very much coldly aligned 

throwing up barricades 

where my mind wants to explore 

some computer 

in a distant office building 
is planning to tax me 

tax me 


I am identified 
by an encryption 
to the audio junta 
and the capitalist 


whatever dreams 
I ever gave to the azure sky 


soon to be taxed 
into oblivion 


oblivion 
nothing 
ni ght 

night of cosmic gas 

where new stars are created 

destined to explode 


blast!ng 
to where 

breathe s 

*** 


out gold 
the hydra 
pe trole um 
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I'm undoing 

all of its complications 
the mirage 

I'm pulling the plug out of the wall 

destiny will unleash its vipers 
like I knew it would 

I will wish upon the star 
that has six sisters 

electric guitar reverberations 
a portal to Aztec immortality 

I find the Sun 

atomic and beyond what comprehension 
can commend to sculpture 

I knew you once.long ago 

island of lizards 

f aliing 
f aliing 

where bats devour 

the idolatry of mankind 

*** 
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I think it's meaningless 
to assume a distancing 
beyond this theater of venoms 

whatever we touch 

has invisible reflections 

most are silent 

yet some are loud orchestras 

of a volcanic rupture 

there are many kinds of thoughts 

that may become like wandering asteroids 

fill me with phonographic bliss 
I want to feel uplifted 

in the presence of these ancient sounds 

I have broken free 
of the capitalist mirage 
and now find myself in freefall 
in Aztec night 

give me the reverberations 
the ecstasy 

of thorns meeting flesh 
in sunlight of atomic radiance 

I'm not sure I understand 
a single line of the testament 
yet electricity has created new mirages 
to feed me visions of the resurrected idols 

I am awaiting 

the fathoms of void to rise 
because we have toppled 

the ancient pillars of our understanding 
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It's just a drop of rain 
upon the desert 

yes it is 

I am aware of this 

yet I feel compelled 
to continue 
to expand my vision 

I want to see 
I want to experience 
beyond the symbolism 
of this horizon of sand 

arid vastness 

an illusion more real 

than what is not an illusion 

A peacock appears 
a key 

to the gates 
of hidden dimensions 

hidden dimensions not yet discovered 
in laboratories 

where is San Salvador 
in this new world? 

a Spanish guitar 
played in the moonlight 
foretells a great deal 


*** 
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Thie ve ry 

somebody gained access to. 

.stole 

used without consent 
my mark of the beast 
given to me 

by esoteric institutions of capitalism 
I was told 

by the assistant on the telephone 
that the thief 

tried to buy a lot of electronics and booze 
in Hew York City 

someone was drooling 
for electric illusion 
and for the mind to be numbed 
by alcohol 

I was questioned 

by the system of finance 

about eleven transactions 

I was not in Hew York City last night 
I haven't been to Hew York City 
in a number of years 

all of these 

suspicious transactions were denied 
the thief 

got no electric sorcery thrill 
or booze ecstasy 

numbness.escape into momentary oblivion 

on my dime 

I was too poor 
to foot the bill 

for this criminal virtual booze satori 

I was trying to feed my soul 
an herb of joy 
at the time 

far from Hew York City 


*** 
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There are occasions 
when I see with feeling 
an astral twilight 

there are occasions 
when I imagine myself 
someplace full of splendor 

the imagined creation 
can become more sacred 
than the material 

a journey that exceeds thresholds 

I behold flowing rivers of mental light 

this is the essence of existence 
that I wish my soul to induce 

invisible telegraph lines 
bringing me psalms of joy 

I seek to fill 

the amphitheater within me 

with reflections of a rarer purity 

diamond like thoughts of fragmenting 

and all of me 

the lotus that is quieted 

I am henceforth quieted 

I am henceforth drifting 

towards the center of the galaxy 

I am henceforth immortal in a dream state 


*** 
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I 

pay 

homage 




to 

the 

fangs 

of 

the 

Sun 

I 

pay 

homage 




to 

the 

ashe s 

of 

the 

M o o n 


I sail upon the ocean 
that is an alchemical high 

only I can hear 

the silent choir of the abyss 

my reflection in the mirror 
is I who am 

wandering the desert of time 
e xi le 

in an oasis of tarantulas 
a horizon 

of nitrous oxide twilight 

with valium and nicotine 

serpent eyes 

and the elixir 

that obliterates 

the mirage of the mundane 

for it is all so much 
mundane 

capitalism and its plastic slaughter 

cities choked by toxic clouds 

cities and clouds 
of serpent eyes 

*** 
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I will hallucinate the realm anew 

and gravitate towards stars that devour worlds 

I will demand that intoxication he permitted and blessed 

in the broad daylight 

where society can give me the evil eye 

where ultra-conservatives scoff at mental illumination 

where invisible bags of gold 

suck us dry like vampires 

they suck us into dried timber 

they give us the circus and satellites 

they give us tarot cards.hexes.and pills of the poppy 

unconscious eruptions of thought 

make us tomb robbers of the sacred dust and skulls 
we will create caliphates of esoteric radio 
we shall breathe toxic air of our petroleum lust 
we will be haunted by our technological sacrilege 
we will never colonize distant worlds 
we will irradiate our landscapes 

and unleash such mutated monstrosities of insects 
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At times 

when I close my eyes 
I see crows 

I hear the noise of machinery 
I see the astral sphere 
beyond this material globe 

When I am asleep 
I am actually awake 

when I am awake 
I am actually exiled 

I am embraced by the Moonlight 


I am embraced 

by the magnetic gardens of color 


I 

am 

surrounde d 

by 

I 

am 

surrounde d 

by 

I 

am 

surrounde d 

by 

I 

am 

surrounde d 


surrounded 



surrounded 


Ionic columns 
ziggurats 

amulets of Amon-Ra 


by shadows in the piazza 

in the dark piazza 
I hear the voices 

emerging from the radio fissure 

I hear 
I hear 
I hear 


abominations 


*** 
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I awaited 

eighteen millennia 

saw tin cans in the desert 

a horizon of them 

along with tarantulas 

a seemingly endless 

desolate expanse of tarantulas 

I became a stylite 

I was scorched hy hunger 

and solar penance for my sins 

I was lost in a mental crypt of mantras 

I gave soliloquies to the vultures 

I gave essence of life to the sand 

hypnotic suggestion arose 

from the sea of tarantulas beneath me 

I saw a vast mirror appear in the sky 

through which I could see 

how distant we are from 

from the eternal flowers of creation 

I found myself marooned 
upon a desolate island 
yet I was not lost 

I was not lost 
I was found there 
I found myself there 
I found eternal angels there 

I found radioactive blessings there 
ble sse d 
ble sse d 

by the vanity of civilization 


*** 
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At times 
time itself 

can be as a plateau of hornets nest 

we can not avoid being stung forever 
in fact 

we will most likely 
never learn to avoid it 

between so many dawns 
and so many twilights 
we find ourselves stung 
whether on a conscious level 
or on a level of the unconscious 

time awakens in us 
a bloodied interior 
stung down deep 

into the boundaries of the soul 

time can be a flower 

and time can be a poisoned dagger 

we are left 

with many withered thorns as memories 

when we are fast asleep 

we only momentarily escape 

the ever sunlit plateau of hornet stings 

and our eyes.our eyes 

are so often drawn to the flowers 

that grow amidst these vivid perceptions 




- 11 / 8/2019 




18 


Do not intrude into my senses 
they are already as a seashore 
shrouded in crude oil 

do not violate my hearing 
there are vultures there 
already waiting for 

the final breath in this polluted atmosphere 

do not intrude into my dreams with nightmares 
you will find a mansion of mirrors 
reflecting nightmares hack at you 

there you will also find wastelands 
plateaus of acidity 
volatile cacti 

and mushrooms covered with industrial soot 

do not enter the fields of my vision 
there are orchids there 
that spew out poison gas 

we saw the atomic aura 
of our divine connection 
obliterated at Flanders Fields 

now we want to touch 

artificial Valhalla with Nitrous Oxide 
and virtual sacraments 

we want to ingest our displacement in reality 
we want subliminal psalms and electric incense 
we want to discover God Particles and Spirit Molecules 
and pharmaceutical stars 

we want altars of fast cars 
miracles of finance 

televised ascension into dominions of euphoria 
we want to create mirages of sentience 
we want to be faithful 

to the undying light of the soul we imagine 

*** 
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I have perceived 

unseen plateaus of the desolate 

stars out of range 
of our imagining 

I have heard 
colosseums of jackals 

I have seen an onyx Sun 

I have known the ravens 

to bring me omens of a crimson fate 

I have beheld the eyes of Helios 
in Guadalajara 

I have had visions 
of the cosmic tapestry 

I have seen politicians 
hypnotize fools 

I have seen fools forming mobs 
attacking the progression of time 

I have seen time sweep away fools 
like a scythe 

I have seen hordes of fools 
lost to the abyss of fate 

I have seen the abyss of fate 
devour the ideologies of fools 

I have seen the wind 

erase many things from memory 

*** 
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I have had visions 
of gargoyles in the gas light 

they were as ever 

guarding humanity 

from the evil spirits of the air 

for in the realm of the air 

beyond the boundaries of normal perception 
there are legions of invisible pillagers 
seeking to reek havoc in the mind and soul 

boundaries such as this.once crossed 

may become perilous 

radios may becomes as gateways 

signals.signs.subliminal suggest!ons 

wanting us all ruled over 

sovereignty fed to the blackhole of abandoned time 

should we not call upon the gargoyle 
even more in this day and age 

have we gotten ourselves 

far too lost in our labyrinths of illusions 
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I have seen such mirages 
upon the mind's plateau 

I have heard such wondrous soliloquies spoken 
from the radio in tune with the magnetism of Earth 
I have beheld the entanglement of ethereal realms 
I have known the voices of archangels 
spoken from out of sunlight 

I have seen the radiance of invisible stars 


I have felt 

the rushing winds 

from the shores of Atlantis 


I have heard symphonies 
from the Andromeda G-alaxy 
acoustically projected to this world 
through seashells of a Titan shore 

the night unveils 

the continuation of oceans 

the vines grow continuously 
throughout all dimensions 

no ball and chain of the mind 

can take the place of psychic liberation 

Hellenic statues grow like violets 
in the fields beneath the eyes of Venus 

Cherubs bless the quiet dawn 


the 

quiet 

dawn 

asce 

nd as 

orbs 

and 

merge 

wi th 

*** 




where Ovidian dreams 
of light 
the rising Sun 
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A 

thought 
as a candle 
brightening 
a dark void 

here in falsely illuminated 
room in Hew Jersey 
where I transcend 
temporal boundaries 
where I pull towards myself 
the resonance 

of long extinguished candles 

where I bring into 

an imagined dimension 

of psychic reality 

a vision once beheld 

illuminated 

by distant candles 

across vast expanses 

of linear time 

and the more intricate 

non-linear reflection 

of oceans.vast oceans 

of perceived time 

fathoms of memory 

an abyss of memory 

almost unreachable 

yet never in an absolute way 

no.never absolute 

for this abyss will always reappear 

this abyss of memory 

is as a subterranean realm 

amidst the infinity of dreamscapes 

such as dreamscapes 

of Easter Island heads 

and flocks of bird-like time clocks 

the shining Inca palace 

atop a mountain of light 
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Ho.it was not I 

who removed the sea urchin 
from the pillar of venom 

Ho.it was not I 

who salted the Dead Sea 

ecstatic with the illuminations of Helios 
Blagabalus was swept away 

hy a psychological impulse towards anarchy 

though these lines are simply dust 

cast them into the Tiber 

or burn them 

make them into ashes 

cast them into the sky 

the sky full of radar inquisitions 

the sky full of radio mesmerism 

the sky full of residual energy of Aztec ceremony 

cast them into the azure 
and pray for amnesia 
to obliterate their memory 

cast them out into the cataclysm 
of man-made space debris 

where violent collisions of discarded metal 
will vanquish our ascending poems 
like a rain of arrows 
from the archers of Xerxes 


*** 
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There are stars above 
toni ght 

countless 

whenever we try to count 
we always find ourselves 
at the entrance 
of a vast threshold 


*** 
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